LUXURY AT  KERIYA
the top of a wooden tower was in command. A little later,
Peter, passing the same spot and covered with dust, was to be
interrogated by the same officer. He wanted to know the
identity of such an unusual kind of tramp. The situation
might easily have taken a nasty turn, but the Old Etonian
succeeded in extricating himself with flying colours. He got
the laughs on his side by addressing the officer on his high
perch, not inappropriately, as "Do Ta jen" ("very great
man").
The bazaar in the main street was a lively scene, with its
baskets full of green and yellow cocoons. A group of people
had collected round a Chinaman, who was trying his best to
sell them silver dollars at forty-five lianzes each. Peter
listened carefully and, having made sure that he understood,
suddenly produced a silver dollar from his pocket and
offered to sell it to the Chinaman. How the crowd laughed
when the money-changer refused to pay more than thirty
lianzes for it!
On a little bridge a few steps along I bought a hundred
apricots for a lianze.
At the inn where every square inch of our tiny room was
covered with flies, several Tungan soldiers came in, and in
almost incomprehensible Russian, and very roughly, asked us
questions: "You Russian, yes? How old are you? Give me
your camera!" We pretended not to understand. But one of
them who had a pink-and-white face and slanting eyes, spoke
perfect Russian. He, I discovered, had two years earlier been
komomol in Frunze, the capital of Soviet Kirghiztan, where I
had been in 1932. We talked of the school which he had
attended for three years, then of Frunze's cinema. He said
that life there had become too difficult, so he took his mother
to Kuldja and, leaving her, came on here himself. "I wish I
could see her," he said. "My heart is not easy when I am
away from her." Being a Tungan, he had joined Ma
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